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AUTUMN IDLENESS

THIS sunlight shames November where he grieves
In dead red leaves, and will not let him shun
The day, though bough with bough be over-run :

But with a blessing every glade receives

High salutation ;  while from hillock-eaves
The deer gaze calling, dappled white and dun,
As if, being foresters of old, the sun

Had marked them with the shade of forest-leaves.

Here dawn to-day unveiled her magic glass ;

Here noon now gives the thirst and takes the dew;
Till eve bring rest when other good things pass.

And here the lost hours the lost hours renew
While I still lead my shadow o'er the grass,

Nor know, for longing, that which I should do.

FAREWELL TO THE GLEN

SWEET stream-fed glen, why say ' farewell' to thee
Who far'st so well and find'st for ever smooth
The brow of Time where man may read no ruth ?

Nay, do thou rather say ' farewell' to me,

Who now fare forth in bitterer fantasy

Than erst was mine where other shade might soothe
By other streams, what while in fragrant youth

The bliss of being sad made melancholy.

And yet, farewell !    For better shalt thou fare
When children bathe sweet faces in thy flow

And happy lovers blend sweet shadows there
In hours to come, than when an hour ago

Thine echoes had but one man's sighs to bear
And thy trees whispered what he feared to know.